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hinder his heart from longing to possess her? 0 for the night I passed at Zat el-Athol 'the
ta'nfirisk grove}, \\hen her image came (to cisii me i,i r, cream] and rendered that night so
short! 0, how dear that remembrance! 0 how dear! Fear (of JucoveryJ treading in the
foot-steps of love, approached (7) me in ail its terrors; may God not diminish the length of
their road! They had nearly gone rsiray, in &e darkness of the night, but the} \\era directed
(townrds us) by the brilliant lustre of the beloved's teeth.

A well-known pieces of his is the following :

The heavy rain-cloud, driven forward by the south vind, appeared in the morning and wa-
tered thee copiously, abode of Umama; and rny heart remained at the sand-hill, in the reserved
grounds of the tribe. Turn, (my friend!) towards those grounds and say to my hea:t: " Fare-
*' well! " Then pursue your journey and relate a v.ondrous tale; sat that a heart \\ent away
and left the body standing up. Say to neighbours who dwell at al-Ghada: " How sweet ^ould
" be the life one leads at al-Ghada, were it to endure! A jear has parsed without the lover's
44 haung forgotten }6u; yet a lover's passion ceases, cnce he has passed a \ear. Loaden the
" zephyr v.ith the sweet perfumes }ou exhale, before it receives its load from the shih and the
** thumdma (8), and send your images to visit me in my dreams, if }ou mean to permit my eye-
" lids to taste of sleep."

These verses are taken from a long kastda which contains many fine passages;
but I shall confine myself to this extract for the sake of brevity. One of his pieces
remarkable for the delicacy of its ideas is the kaslda in which are found the fol-
lowing verses :

I passed a sleepless night; does she who enjoys repose at Sala (9) possess a heart capable
of pitying those who sleep not? I implore you, by our mutual affection, you vihora I love
as my son! for you are dearer to me than the sen of my father (10); shed tears through
affliction; for my eyes, when I ask them to pour forth (istabraztuha) tears, refuse to obey.
Though weeping be difficult for one who is unscathed (by sorrow)j yet I have never asked you
to do what was not difficult.

The same poet is the author of this fine passage on contentedness :

You blame the miser who is sparing of his wealth; why not be more parsimonious than he
by sparing your self-respect? Disgrace not your hand by asking; life itself is of too little value
to be asked for. I wrap myself up in the skirts of my contentedness, and pass the night thus
covered and envelopped. Notwithstanding my poverty, I appear before my enemies in such
attire as denotes a man of wealth and thus make them think that I am rich. \Vhen a man passes
his nights in sighing, and all his hopes prove vain, let him count only on himself.

One of his bastdas contains an original thought which is thus expressed :

When your foes see you, their souls fly from them with affright.   One would think their